Utah State University

DigitalCommons@USU
Nighthawk Review

Eastern Campus

5-2009

The Nighthawk Review, 2009
USU Eastern English Department

Follow this and additional works at: https://digitalcommons.usu.edu/nighthawkreview

Recommended Citation
USU Eastern English Department, "The Nighthawk Review, 2009" (2009). Nighthawk Review. 11.
https://digitalcommons.usu.edu/nighthawkreview/11

This Book is brought to you for free and open access
by the Eastern Campus at DigitalCommons@USU. It
has been accepted for inclusion in Nighthawk Review
by an authorized administrator of
DigitalCommons@USU. For more information, please
contact digitalcommons@usu.edu.

The Nighthawk Keview

Spring2009
itJ
I

I )Q()

11

1

GOLLEGE
OFEASTERN
UTAHLIBRARIES

The Nightha

IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII
3 3176 00223 1156

The literary magazine of the College of Eastern Utah

Nighthawk Editors
*Krystle Noyes*
*Vanessa Hunt*
*Eileen Green*
*Justin Wilde*

Cover Artist and Designer
*Elissa Heslop*

Faculty Advisor
*Jason Olsen*
Special Thanks to
*Susan R. Neel*
For her Promotional Contributions
College of Eastern Utah
English Department
Spring 2009 Volume XVII
© 2009
All rights revert to authors

Pagel2

Mission Statement
The Nighthawk
Review Is a literary journal
dedicated to publishing the creative works of
students at the College of Eastern Utah and
representing
the creativity
and talent of the
student body. All genres of creative writing
are to be represented
within
these pages
and all writers-so
long as they are CEU
students-are
Invited
and encouraged
to
submit work. All work Is to be chosen from
an editorial
board of student
editors and,
while there will be faculty supervision,
the
content of the journal will be chosen by the
student
editors
to ensure
that
this
publication
Is created
by the student
population for the student population.
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Meadow Lark's Sweet Melody
SheliaAxelsen
I hear the spring rain
sprinkling on the dirt lane.
I wish the sun would rise,
for this is today's demise.
The clouds in the sky are so dreary and dark,
but in the distance I hear a meadow lark.
The meadow lark's melody
is my only remedy.
The bird's song is sweet
in each little tweet.
This music inspires the soul;
now I feel like I'm whole.
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Orphan
(Elegy)
Sarah Fausett
All alone.
Never at home.
Dark and dim.
Bleak the dome.
Eyes on fire.
On my own.
All alone .. .
All alone .. .
Love not found.
No one left.
Of all friendship
I'm bereft.
Scornful looks
are all around
Love not found .. .
Love not found .. .
All alone,
life goes by.
No one left,
family gone.
Face of stone
inward I cry
Loveless am I .. .
Loveless am I .. .
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Innocence
Vanessa Hunt

Monthly dinners at Grandma's house
Usually meant having the same meal.
Entering the kitchen, the smell of
Roast beef and brown gravy spilled over me.
The aroma of homemade rolls danced through
The house and found its way up to the playroom.
It could make any cousin leave
Their dress-up game for the dinner table.
II
A true dancer always walks with a turnout.
Who, seriously though, wants to walk around like
a duck?
But as I stand, my feet slide into first position,
Years of ballet training still lodged in my
unconscious mind.

Ill
Eighth grade year,
I was merely 13 years old.
The daily routine breakfast
And then off to the bathroom for grooming.
September I I, daily routine
Of listening to the Today Show herald the terrible
news.
One plane has hit
The world Trade Center ( I didn't even know
what that was).
As I stand in my bathroom door way
Plane #2 hits and I see it live.
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Two Feathers
Kristan Knierim
Like two lonely feathers,
Adrift upon life's sudden breezes.
Drifting further apart, each one reaching for the
other.
Falling,drifting towards the cold,
hard ground.
Greens and browns spiraling below,
as the winds spin them about.
Then the impact, soft against hard.
Fragments of dust rising,
coating the bright plumage,
with the eons of lives and deaths,
dulling the brilliant colors of their life.
Each certain that this is the end,
tiny filaments, moving, drifting,
towards each other.
Loss and suffering,
written in their fates.
Then along the dusty path,
came a small child, who bent
tiny fingers gripping each feather,
pulling them further apart.
With a cry of joy, the boy,
spread his arms wide open,
flapping them through the air.
The feeling of the wind,
that light feeling of flight,
Pure senselessJoy!
The boy slowly lowered his arms,
and ran, a feather in each hand,
to his grandfather who sat upon the sand.
To the old man, the feathers were handed;
he took those feathers, whose colors, bright and
bold,
reflected in the sunlight, just as bright as gold.
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The old man, he took those feathers,
and stuck them in this hat.
There they stayed, side by side,
as the man grew older,
and the boy grew up.
The boy soon forgot those feathers,
that he found upon the sand.
The feathers in the hat stood by and watched,
as yet another lifetime flew by.
The old man fell ill,
and as he lie in his bed,
breath hard and rattling in his chest,
he bade his grandson enter,
and stand by his side.
Taking his old hat
from the stand near the bed,
The old man's favorite hat,
he laid in the younger man's hands.
Then with his final breaths,
he told the boy of that day upon the beach.
And the boy, now a man himself,
held the hat, and the old man's hand.
Between one breath and the next,
the older man was gone.
If the feathers could have shed tears,
they would, for it was this kind old man,
and the boy that now so mourned
That had saved them from this pain and loss,
giving them these life times together.
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Rice Works
Amy Devitt
I bought an overpriced bag of rice chips today.
They don't taste like I remember.
I can't feel the cilantro on my tongue,
Just a stale, dull taste that resembles all my life has
been lately.
The thick paper bag and nutritious promises
remind me of why I stay far away from making
decisions.
Impulsive. I always was, against my will.
I always know when the chip hits my mouth it'll end
in disappointment.
The sunflower oil pressed and brown rice pretend
to be healthy,
Something I've always been good at.
I was always more of a flavor-blasted Doritos
person.
Imitation. I always have been, against my will.
I always know being something I'm not will end in
disappointment.
And I continue to bite.
Each stale triangle of imitation resembling all the
things I do and hate.
I can't taste the salsa fresco I was promised,
Just a too familiar, self-created bad taste.
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Rise of the Siren
Manon Felos
Unique they called her,
A strange beauty
In her eyes.
Blinded he did not see:
She had a smile like death.
Crushing roses under blushing skin,
One with little love
And heart.
Time had altered her so.
And now he stands before her
To offer up his all.
Never has she had so much power.
She speaks,
He withers.
She moves,
He falls.
Held by a morbid curiosity,
Strange delight in her handiwork,
To watch the body break before her
And see the soul suffer.
He looks at her desperately,
Begging,pleading, pain
In his eyes.
The song is still lovely
Though it hurts so much.
She holds all his heart in her hands.
She closes her fist.
Oh heart!
It stops, he dies.
A monster is born.
Now she walks alone,
Indifferent and unfeeling,
Forgetting the days
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When she would unravel
Over words not said,
Always watching as her love
Walked away...
And she would be the one
To die.
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Siege of my Heart
Eileen Green
Outside you pound
Pleading for me to open up
Let you back inside
Fear grips my soul
I quake
And grasp steel walls built securely around my heart
No entrance intended in its conception
How can I so carelessly let down my fortification
When it was so slowly unconsciously and
painstakingly built.
To keep you and your painful jabs and arrows out
I fight my internal struggle of longing to ease my
loneliness
With the desire to pour boiling oil into your yearning
soul
I fear that what is left of my tattered heart could
not stand exposure to you
Your pleas tell me you've changed
And there is no longer reason to fear
Are you a Trojan horse
A wolf in sheep's clothing
I can't know for sure until I let you in
Here I wait
A lamb for the slaughter
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Achievement
Anonymous
I abandoned awareness of the depth of duty
Encrypted within my new found freedom
Naivety pumped raw but fluent within me
Ignorant of the consequence later given
I encountered struggles rather tedious
Holding authority upon my fragile future
Threatening to distort my prior success
Enacting as my potential invader
The decision to conquer this metaphoric imp
Overcame me with impulsive buoyancy
I was rich with the curiosity of a young kid
For today is the rebirth of possibility
Stinging the eye of my ambition
The lurking haze of failure weakens
A bout of success is now my motivation
to embrace and achieve my dreams
Easeof all success remains provisional
and often an intrusion may impose
but knowing victory is attainable
will encourage my yearning to grow
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United
Justin Wilde
Hollow holy rooms house only mice.
Fiery pulpits petrified; colder than ice.
Differing Doctrines once fueled global grief,
Now the world's at peace; united in unbelief.
Unity, Peace,and Love, the new world's cry
Is muted when disasters begin to ply.
Shocked and searching hands rise to the sky,
Pleading and praying, asking "Why"?
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On a Shelf
Vanessa Hunt
My spine is falling apart.
Duct tape holds it together.
All day I lean against a wall,
Until finally she picks me up.
I stretch out my sleeves
as she thumbs through my pages.
Pageswhich are torn, stained and doggy-eared.
It doesn't matter to me, though.
To the world I may be just another read,
but to her I am the gateway to imagination.
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The Deep and Timeless Sea
Krystle Noyes
The sea is restless this night,
The indescribable color of endless tears,
Crying, singing, calling each of us by name.
And we have answered. The sea is all that remains,
Bearing the echoes of our voices on the waves,
The memories of the lost ones in the depths.
This same sea,we once thought,
Would carry us to our dreams, dreams that were never
fulfilled.
On nights like this, still and calm,
When the sky and the water are indistinguishable,
The water, cold, inky black water,
And the only sound is the moaning of the surf.
We remember our lives.
We remember our loved ones, waving, weeping,
Wishing us a safe journey,
Left on the shores as our Ship of Dreams steamed out
to sea.
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Thanks to the Rain
Nicole Simpson
The door swung loosely on its hinges as Sam
approached it. The wind tossed angrily, clawing at
everything around it with a fierceness to suggest that
each whirlwind of dust had caused it a great agony.
Carried in the wind was a nauseous fume, reminding
Sam of fire although he couldn't place the exact scent.
Dried autumn leavestumbled across the ground, their
parchment forms chattering loudly, each sounding like a
death rattle. The sky above was a dark billowing gray,
advertising the eminent rainstorm it held. Sam had
always hated the rain; it was wet, smelly, made it hard to
breath and clung to your skin and hair. In short, Sam
believed the rain was a necessary nuisance.
Suddenly the door screeched as a particularly rough
gust pushed it wide open, causing Sam to jump fearfully.
The building to which the door belonged was a black,
foreboding monument. It had once been a small
warehouse but several years previously the building had
caught fire with its owner locked within and nobody had
bothered to refurbish it. Each windowpane gaped open,
not even shards of broken glass remained, and the
double doors gung haphazardly. On the walls you could
still distinguish the black marks of the long dead flames,
searing their permanent story on the rotting wood.
Almost as if by a signal both doors slammed shut and
then flew open. With the heavy darkness inside the
warehouse the doorway seemed like a yawning mouth
waiting to swallow up its next victim. Sam shuddered
and then walked determinedly towards the doors. The
sooner he got the job finished the sooner he could
leave this infernal place and return to his house, where
his wife Claire would be waiting expectantly for him
with their sweet little Tiffany asleep in her lap.
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In the doorframe Sam stopped and looked around.
Everything within was dark and heavy with shadows. He
couldn't make out anything, moving or stationary.
"Hello?" Sam called hesitantly into the gloom, his
voice quivering ever so slightly. His voice echoed back
to him but other than that he received no response.
"Hello!" he shouted again.
At the far end of the building a small flash appeared,
dissolving itself into a tiny flame that illuminated the
waxy top of a candle, floating in the darkness. The flame
moved jerkily toward Sam,weaving in long arcs as
though the candle-carrier was walking around clutter.
"Mr. Donovan, you came." The soft voice hissed out
of the darkness, smooth as oil across glass. The hairs on
the back of Sam's neck stood on end and he found his
hand close instinctively around the gun at his belt. "You
came alone?"
"That was one of the terms of our agreement," Sam
said by way of an answer.
"Good," the slick voiced man said. As I also told you,
I do not wish to be discovered for who I am. I have left
the package at the far end of the building. You will go
into the building to retrieve it and I will depart. Then
you may do with the package as you wish and I will
remain anonymous. Understood?"
"Understood," Sam agreed. Cautiously, Sam began
moving into the warehouse, his free hand held out in
front of him in the darkness to feel for any painful
dangers he might happen across. His palm hit the back
wall and he knelt down, fingering through the dust for
the package. Finally his hand grazed against an envelope
which he quickly grasped. Just as he was tucking the
envelope into an inside pocket of his jacket he heard a
foreboding thud from behind. He spun around and the
building had been darkened even more as the doors had
swung shut. Panicking,Sam rushed back toward the
front of the building, but not being able to see, his leg
collided with something and he tumbled to the ground.
A slivery laugh reached Sam'sears. He glanced up,
tears of pain clouding the corners of his eyes,and saw a
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slim, shadowy face in the window farthest from him.
Sam'sheart leapt into his throat as he glimpsed this
person, thinking for a moment that a skeleton had
appeared in the windowpane. Narrow and angular with
deep-set black eyes and waxy white skin, the face
seemed to be an omen of death come to take him from
the mortal world to his eternal resting place.
"I am so sorry about this, Mr. Donovan," the man
said, his voice filled with ill-repressed pleasure. "But my
company didn't like the fact that you were snooping
around. It really is nothing personal but then, business is
business. And this way we rid ourselves of a meddling
detective and the evidence of our crimes. Sam suddenly
choked; black smoke was billowing in underneath the
edges of the doors. "I shall give your family my
condolences." And with that final statement the man
disappeared.
Sam clambered clumsily to his feet. His left leg was
throbbing angrily but Sam ignored it as he hobbled to
the doors. Just as he approached them orange flames
licked through the old boards. Within seconds they
were climbing up the rotting wood, trying to successfully
consume the building they had been denied so many
years prior. Sam charged at the door, hoping that the
years and damage would have weakened the wood but
they held firmly and he only succeeded in bruising his
shoulder and singeing his jacket.
Thinking wildly, Sam rushed to the window where
the man had appeared to him. The flames raced with
him and Sam,incapable of running properly on this
injured leg and tripping over debris, was unable to reach
it before it was consumed in fiery desire. Sam staggered
around, searching for another escape route but the
flames had moved around the warehouse with unnatural
swiftness. Sam suddenly recognized the scent he had
smelled earlier - gasoline.
"Oh God, please," Sam sobbed, limping into the
middle of the room to escape the waves of heat that
threatened to overpower him. He sat heavily in the dirt
that layered the floor and hopeless tears flooded from
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his eyes as his thoughts revolved around his beautiful
wife, expecting a baby in no more than two months, and
his daughter who would be three this week.
Suddenly a flash illuminated in the window,
bringing Sam's head up abruptly. Seconds later a long
crash echoed, shaking the warehouse around him. Sam
Jumped to this feet and hobbled as close to the window
as the flames allowed. Outside a thick layer of gray rain
was pouring from the sky, falling in musty sheets. It
pounded on the roof overhead, sending sparks flying
down the old boards but the warehouse was filled with
a loud hissing as the raindrops doused the flames.
Sam felt his eyes well up with tears again but his time
they were tears of joy and relief. Suddenly a resounding
crack echoed from above and Sam scurried against the
wall as a large section of the roof collapsed with an
angry hiss. Flames jumped up and then quickly
disappeared under the onslaught of water. Sam did not
stay to watch the remainder of the ceiling caving in and
instead dragged himself through the windowpane behind
him ignoring what flames were left to bit his skin.
Getting a safe distance from the building, Sam then
stood in the rain to watch as the storm captured the
rest of the building. Slowly the walls began to break
down until they collapsed in on each other and all that
remained of the building was a mound of cracked
rubble. Sam stood and stared in awe at the warehouse
that almost claimed his life. He realized now how close
he had come to death and also how lucky he was to be
alive.
Grinning, he threw out his arms and looked up into
the gale, laughing as the rain hammered against his skin.
After several long minutes the rain lightened and as the
clouds began to drift away a long arching rainbow
appeared in the sky. Filled with cheerfulness beyond
anything he had ever known before, Sam hurried back to
where his car was parked in the shadow of a tree. He
climbed into the drivers' seat and then quickly checked
the pocket of his jacket. The envelope was still there.
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I managed to get a clear view of the man's face, retrieved
the evidencefor the case,and get out of that buildingalive,
Sam thought, staring at the grubby brown envelope in
his hands.And it's all thanks to the rain.
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Sci-Fi Afternoon

Picnic Poetry

Jenaye Milano
The pitch black afternoon
smothered the sun.
With blankets in the sky,
we sit upside down
in this dark atmosphere.
The flowers are bloomless in the clouds.
Animals prance upside down.
The sun rises in the evening,
and sets in the morning.
The stars come out to play hide-and-seek at lunch,
And the moon awakens us with its groans.
This is where we write our poetry.
In the sky our metaphors live
and in the moon our sin:,iles sleep.
Our poetry is born here.
Why then is it always black?
We have no answers, only creativity.
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Replacement

Watch

Amy Devitt
12 dollars spent.
Now I can watch time pass on a light pink and silver
face,
see the leaves turn and fall,
watch the sprinklers wet the sidewalks,
then feel the wind push the hair out of my eyes and
into the air.
The silver chain linked squares slide up and down
my wrist,
just like he who gave the gift would expect and be so
proud to see.
He doesn't know I left it sitting on my unstained desk.
He doesn't know tiny hands lifted and mislaid it.
He won't know I purchased this one new.
His hands are far away,
and his eyes won't see what I have done.
The
two
two
two

small hand moves around the face
times before the date increases,
times before the sun rises and descends,
breaths before he, the giver, comes to mind.

I've lost all the time he gave me,
three weeks of passing seconds
and 12 replacement dollars.
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Soldier Boys
Manon Felos
The good boy
down the street,
The bad one who
charm'd us anyway.
The lively son,
devoted friend.
A stranger passing by,
a whole life to spend.
Brave, rash,
young enough
to be full of life.
All off to play soldier.
All dead in the end.
What enmity, what pride
slated their fates
to wicked games
of power?
And we, their nation,
rage and revile;
we cannibalize our own.
"Murderers! Killers! Dogs!"
Yet all the while we march,
they bleed,
they die.
So who cries murder
for our fallen son in green?
His body bag already sewn,
he's frightened to feel
this pain.
He's just a boy,
whose dying cries of"Momma!"
will never
reach

0'
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home.

To the Stars
Krystle Noyes
Sometimes when I dream, I dream of your voice. I
hear you whispering in my ears words of
encouragement and hope; your voice is so sweet I find
myself falling into it. Sometimes when I think I can't go
on, I close my eyes and I see your smiling face, so full of
laughter and promises.
Promises of a future that will never be, and a family
that you will never see. I open my eyes in the quiet of
the starlit night. I can see your face in every
constellation, smiling down on me in that way that you
had that always filled me with happiness.
I return the smile, whispering softly, "To the stars ... "
But on this night, your smile, which I keep safely
hidden with me, only saddens me as I dream of things
that can never be. I see the stars and I can only think of
the time I lay staring up at them absently, my body numb
like the cold deadness of the sea. I think about how you
had left my side, and I never even knew it until it was
too late.
I think of the piteous wailing and the futile hope I
had momentarily experienced; the hope that had soon
afterwards drained away with your last breaths.
Then I awaken, startled, as I hear the sound of
laughter beside me and a warmth shining on me. I turn
my head, and you're once again by my side, visible by the
moonlight.Without a word, you place your hand in mine
-so warm, so real.
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I hear the promise I had whispered to you on that
dreadful night suddenly resurface.The message is clear.
My eyes fill with tears-something they had not done
since I had lost my dad.The numbness had completely
overtaken me.
But with your gentle touch and warm embrace, I can
suddenly remember how to feel; how to cry. I
remember the gift you gave me and the sacrifice you
made.
"To the stars ... " you whisper gently.Yes,to the stars
and back is where we went, and where I would one day
return. Until then, I have to live.The eternal beauty of
the stars would wait.

----------------Sometimes
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I Feel

By J.B.Arriola
Sometimes I feel
Like I'm swimming in an ocean of wheat.

Like the sway of grain, they bend and bow low,
never moving further than planted.
Rooted through a network of spindles.
Each cord placing them firmer into the soils;
gripping rock and grit, withdrawing life through veins of
pithed cellulose.
Their prodigal shafts shoot up just close enough to
remain connected.
Chained to one another by each stage of green.
Birth linked to adulthood, adulthood into death.
The first distanced from the last so that only the most
fringe of tendrils are lost, like a taint of earth, like
the tinged scent of a hospice bed
choking the foundation of the buried branches.
Unless a blade is cut close to them, tasting the same
earth as the recently departed, the young often
grieve for a time and console themselves in the loam
of a freshly plowed field
tender and ready to receive the next seed.

Sometimes my head feels
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like it's swimming through a sea of grass
the sway and bend and bow asks me to lie my head
letting the ants take me to rest.
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Simple Task
Justin Wilde
Sleep should be simple,
But for me, impossible.
Mind wide open, but eyes clinched tight,
Wanting nothing more than to give up the fight.
Does she love me, or will she leave?
Will I reach my goals, dreams achieved?
How will I go? In peace or in grief?
Will it come from the sky,or from underneath?
Will I die from cancer, or from global warming,
Oh my God! I should be snoring!
But no, I'm plagued by thoughts of Evolution,
Or is it Intelligent Design?And now my
occupation!?
Should I stay and tough it out, or should I look
For a new job, and go to work for another crook?
I just wish these thoughts would leave
And have answers appear in my dreams.

P a g <-'I 30

To Blue
By Terra Richardson
I can't bring myself to speak to you,
Though I really want to talk.
I can't even look at you,
My mind puts up a block.
Friends, enemies, and people
People I don't even know
They're talking about you and me
It's hard but you need to know.
I really, really like you,
And have for a while.
The way you live your life.
They way you make me smile.
I love how you can say you're sorry,
And you can admit that you're wrong,
And you don't even know or realize
That your spirit is so strong.
But now I feel like a jerk,
I always felt you were too good.
My actions have messed everything up
I should have known I would.
I'm afraid you hate me now,
And it's probably too late.
I know I can't fix this,
And it makes my heart ache.

The Autumn Air Whispers
SheliaAxelsen
The autumn air whispers to me so serenely.
It says that it could easily inspire me to feel free.
A feeling that is rare and hard to find,
Like releasing summer's shackles that unbind All summer song the summer just runs along Not as refreshing as autumn's graceful song.
It sings to me like no other,
Like it was your first lover
The difference is lovers come and go,
But autumn comes back here and fro.
It not only whispers sweet nothings in my ear,
It caresses my skin with its chilly hands and wipes
my tear.
I will miss it when it leaves just for another to take
its place.
But it will not leave a bittersweet taste.
Because it will return to me,
And once again set me free.
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Snowy Night
Jacob Perez
By the grace of God the sun did shine,
To guide me to this angel's side
To experience love once more.
And feel the warmth of love's sweet glow
But past experiences have made me cold
And the winter snows do not warm
And my heart does quake at thoughts of love
Until her hand is in my own
Winter snow falls all around
As we walk hand in hand through the white land
She says,"It's so beautiful tonight"
I reply, "But thy beauty is better than this snowy
night:'
My frozen heart begins to warm
With the presence of her by my side
She is the sun that melts my heart
And makes me feel complete
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Home Alone
Maegan Epodstein
I'm surrounded by people
yet I stand alone.
They don't care for me
so I want to go home.
Though even at home
it's loneliness I feel.
Life is like a movie
it doesn't seem real.
No one to talk to
or tell what I think.
Their laughing, mocking ways
just make me want to shrink.
Down to the nothing
they make me feel that I am.
My tears start to flow
like water over a dam.
I yearn for those
with the ability to hear
and never, ever leave
but always stay near.
Yet for now I must go on
sad and alone
sorrow inside me
yearning for home.
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Dorm Life
Amy Devitt
I remember now why I stay behind closed doors,
my tank top straps are too thin.
And the feelings their baseball caps
and obnoxious voices provoke
seem nothing compared to staying alone.
You and I are apart.
You and I are alone in my head,
behind closed doors and walls and screens.
What I can't see, and tell, and touch,
I bottle up and seal with perfect heat.
Mark with an expiration date,
I'll wait.
Wait until my brain doesn't miss
being on your center stage and the top of your list.
My legs sit straight out in front of me,
big toes crossed, my shoulders down and bare.
I will remain for now behind closed doors and away
from noise.
Awayfrom socialites that tease, and scare, and
disappoint.
I'll sit.
Sit next to my useless phone
and a knowledge of things once better.
Then I'll
walk out my door,
When shrieks and squeals
no longer roam the hallway.

134

P a ~ e 135

Pa

College Dorm Fridge
Manon Felos
There's nothing so great
As the nothing I face,
The dismal knowledge that
"There's nothing there!"
Come in, come in
And take a look my friend.
All you see therein
Is all I have to lend.
Yes, have some oatmeal,
Cinnamon I like the best.
Though feeling full isn't real,
Hungry? Not I! Here, take the rest.
Granola? Ah, my secret store.
Yes you, yes you are empty too
And I can always find more.
(If only that were true!)
Now the bagels are gone,
But do have some soup!
And speak not of my qualm:
The opener has flown the coop.
Nothing's left to fit my mood
All is gone and spent,
But the cafeteria has food,
More expensive than my rent!
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Live Life
Allie Atwood
From the time I can remember I could have written
Carbon High School's address as my own. Both my
parents were teachers there, and my older sisters also
attended and played ball, so all my family's spare time
was spent in the hallways of the local high school.
Growing up at the high school left many memorable
experiences from my childhood, but none as much as
the one that to this day reminds me why I love my
father so mu.ch.
Slowly walking through the doors of this secondary
school was not quite what I wanted to do on that
particular fall day. I stayed home from school having
caught the flu, and being around all these loud
obnoxious teenagers was not my ideal place to be when
I felt as bad as I did. My mother assured me we would
only have to stay for a few minutes, while she picked
some papers up from work. I grudgingly nodded and
followed her down the hall when all of a sudden a loud
uproar of cheering arose from the crowd of people that
was gathering around the main office in the Grand
Canyon. The loud noises and overwhelming smell that
permeated the hall from the students, was making me
dizzy and even angrier that I had to come to this place.
The once small scene was now developing into a rather
large production. My mother and I continued to push
our way through the crowd because her being a faculty
member left a responsibility to see what was going on.
We finally made it to the front of the crowd of people
and the sight; the sight I saw next made me eleven-yearold smile grow from ear to ear. It was a forty-three year
old man racing down the hall in a shiny new electric
wheelchair.The man's' long legs where hanging out of
the cart making a v-shape, with each one of his knees
pointed out and feet in on the floor of the cart. His
baldhead was shining as the light from the upper
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windows came through and hit his head. His large
stature seemed to overpower the wheelchair he was in,
next to the tiny crippled boy racing next to him.
They turned around the corner and now were
heading back to the pack of Carbon High's student body.
Everyone was amused at the sight of his or her
esteemed teacher racing down the hall, when usually the
teacher would have been sent to stop it.As the two
men headed up the hallway,the large, dark headed man
threw back his head and let out the booming sound of
villainous laughter, but having it quickly changed into the
sound of a child playing as he caught his breath. It filled
up the entire hall of its distinct sound. By doing so the
man's large round stomach was throwing his body back
and forth almost causing him to be thrown from the
moving cart because of the force of his laughter. Seeing
this man act in such a manner made me giggle as I said,
"that's my dad!"
My father's theory was that laughter is what makes
life great, and so people should do it loud or not to do
it at all. Let everyone know you're happy,and he seemed
to always do so. I will always remember the things I
want to take from my father, or see in myself today. I
need to live life, not worrying about what could happen.
Never feeling bad for myself because the trial I have to
face. I need to always remember to laugh as loud as I
can to show people I am happy with life. I need to take
what I am given and be happy with it.And coach others
to do the same.
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The Nighthawk
Jason Olsen
I sit by the needing-to-be washed window
in my plaid-red pajamasand wait
for the arrival of the Nighthawk.
My plaid-red pajamas
and the needing-to-be-washed window
also wait for the arrival of the Nighthawk.
My pajamas,the window, and me-we all think that even the Nighthawk
waits for the arrival of the Nighthawk.
It's seven in the morning. Oh, now it's noon.
Wait, now it's two-thirty in the morning
and I still wait for it.
Then, from somewhere, I begin to see it.
And as it reveals itself where
the artificial light meets moonlight,
the Nighthawk sails past the window.
My pajamas,the window, and Iwe all know that this Nighthawk
was worth every second of the wait.

